immm 


■bgv  *-'r  TBpt».ri 

e 

y;%  *? 

fv  r^B 

^fii  r  iti  n 

w  *;- 

;  v/  pL'  vv  §g^  -  ‘'^8L/X , 

"i  w  >  i^r*  4m 

.*'*■:  y  'if.  >-  n 

\t  W  •>! . 

■L  4"* 

|naa»A^. 

-  r^nHsi 

;f 

',  ij  .  ,vjfc( 

*  ^  ■’  *a5B 

i  "ffl 

PI 

|>  :  i 

H£  ?  ^ 

Hi 

M 

id.  -^sb 

v  fjp 

{'  ? 

B  1  $ 

.. 

■  :jH 

.  /  ,4 

« 1 

L 

jBBf  t^^Bk 

•;-y  ■  ' 

fe|% 

f lj •  ;^iHWfcf:'V  )  i'  '"^Sr 

ilia-  f  •  1r  'I'-laSwWA  if  t.  t»X' 

:w!p(‘ 

„  , 

f£0;00i 1  "''" 

AUS^^k.  :.’!, v  '"'-ii,'.  - HMB  ^ 

^3BL  -K  JjMjf1  Tfl5®E 

Hkj 

k^*fag9klf , 

IS*.  '^fjSK®i 

i  •  Ai*^H 

"^® t. 

a  fljfiJtMBBElBhttf  -  i  r*  fy '*, 

nHKk  * 

^bhL  i  rSWrcwAB  A 

— *-V  1^BBb  i  \rf  <  7  iNK^Ebub 

Ik. ;  ?Bk^  *.  -  a  flBB 

$w  • ;  ®  Ai 

hm  m  Jem 

r  -  Mi^ik  * 

*fW|y«L  *-:  aga|  4wMm 

.  b  »  jam 

48gUl  tBraRv,.  - 

JKfcv 

Bk 

^^Tjr':  '  ‘.^ic-  **  -/ 

1  T  ;  .‘B 

f  \ 

i\ 

Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2019  with  funding  from 
San  Francisco  Public  Library 


https://archive.org/details/poemssevendrwingOOmayn 


r 


- 


L. 


POEMS 

AND  SEVEN  DRAWINGS 

BY 

MAYNARD  DIXON 


MCMXXIII 


PRAIRIE  SUNRISE 


Ascendant  over  the  world  grows  the  saffron  dawn: 

Still  and  dim  is  the  prairie, — dark  is  the  sod, 

And  dewy  the  cool  curling  blades  of  the  buffalo  grass; 
And  low  and  faint  in  the  glow  the  smoke^spirits  rise, 
Revealing  the  camp;  and  here  by  a  mute^solid  boulder 
An  empty^eyed  buffalo  skull,  deep's  taring  and  old; 

Little  birds  twitter  and  flit  in  the  rusty/stemmed  willows, 
As  over  the  rim  comes  tremendous  ascending  day — 

The  day!  the  marvelous  day,  exalting  and  vast!  — 

And  there  as  the  sun  flares  up,  lifedit  in  its  glory 
The  redmaked  Indian  rides,  free^chanting  his  traihsong. 


REBELLION 


Tempestuous  wings  of  red  insurgent  thoughts 
That  whirling  up  encircle  the  blind  sun 
And  sun-blind  hills,  and  flash  along  the  sea! — 

A  white  unreasoning  flame  that  licks  the  sky, — 
That  wrings  my  body  with  its  rising  need’s 
Excruciant  yearning! — for  a  moment  base, 

It  bends  on  thee,  ascending,  dwelling,  strong, 
Gloriously  abandoned  into  space, 

A  quivering  white  jet  of  liquid  fire, 

A  life/drop  in  the  exalted  gray  of  Dawn! 


ANSWER 


Ye  weary! 

Lie  still  now  in  the  white  of  Sundays; 

Let  the  idle  wind  from  the  pure  sky 
Gently  index  the  pages  of  the  book,  .  .  . 
This,  the  kind  invisible  finger  of  God, 
Unerringly  appoints  to  thee  what  thou 
Shalt  read  well  unto  thine  own  heart, 
Knowing  here  this  day  thou  hast  received 
Out  of  the  blue  infinity  of  peace 
The  Word! 


NEBULA 


Stop,  friend,  and  look  in  my  eyes  and  say  what  you  see  there. 
Only  two  dim  human  eyes?— close,  then,  your  own: 

Now  is  there  not  something  that  turns,  boiling,  revolving, 
Sparks  that  approach  and  recede? 

Now  can  you  say,  are  those  myriad  stars  of  kaleidoscope  colors 
and  swiftness, 

That  like  magic  appear  and  then  vanish, 

Are  those  turbulent  constellations  in  your  eyes  or  mine? 

Or  are  they  afar  in  the  Vast? 

Now  there  is  something  terrible  fighting  inside  of  me; 

It  struggles  and  stammers  at  night  in  my  breathing, 

It  is  blind,  but  it  reaches  all  things, 

It  is  here  and  between  the  faint  stars, 

It  rises  at  dawn,  towering  blue  in  the  sky, 

Immense,  undeniable,  ominous, 

Here  and  beyond; — it  lifts  me  to  measureless  heights, 
Showering  shimmering  particles  over  the  world; 

Something  I  cannot  control,  yet  I  know  it  belongs  to  me. 


I  still  see  the  world  all  alive  with  white  sunshine, 

The  hard  purple  mountains  and  silver/tipped  grass  of  the  prairies; 
I  see  all  the  branchy  things  growing,  and  people  and  animals 
moving; 

All  these  I  see  with  my  eyes,  and  by  shutting  my  eyes; 

Yet  I  know  that  all  this,  and  beyond,  is  inside  of  my  Self, 

All  this  is  included  in  Me. 

Here  this  is  only  an  infinitesimal  moment, — yet  one  without 
limits, 

A  small  spinning  pinpoint  of  sparks, 

Dumbly  revolving  in  warm  humid  darkness  .... 

(Are  they  there,  under  the  shadowy  lids  of  your  eyes?) 

I,  even  you,  are  one  of  them,  now  whirling  between  the  pale  stars. 
At  incomprehensible  speed,  through  incomprehensible  circles. 
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NATURE 


O  ancient  tree  with  rough  upreaching  branches 
And  ragged  uneven  foliage  spreading  toward  heaven, 

I  approach  you  with  reverence  and  affection: 

There  is  protection  in  your  shade, — vast  formless  music 
among  your  leaves. 

How  many  of  our  lives  have  you  outlasted? 

And  you,  O  solid  sunburnt  hills! 

Your  age^enduring  forms  held  solemnly  against  flowing  skies, 
How  you  rebuke  our  changeable  desires! 

Glorious  in  sunset  gold, — sombre  through  fading  twilight, 
lost  in  darkness, 

Still  I  feel  your  steadfast  mass  immovable  beneath  the  stars. 


LAGUNA  PERDIDA 


The  stage^road  runs  on  the  sunrise  plain 
To  the  north  of  the  green  lagoon 
Where  the  wild  ducks  nest 
And  the  ripples  rest 

And  a  lone  man  hides  from  a  lonesome  quest 
And  the  tales  are  dark  at  noon. 

The  cowboys  ride  on  the  mottled  plain 
To  the  west  of  the  brown  lagoon 
Where  the  mustangs  run, 

And  the  dust/clouds  spun 
From  their  hammering  hoofs  rise  up  to  the  sun 
In  the  height  of  the  bluediot  noon. 

The  outlaw  rides  on  the  sundown  plain 
To  the  east  of  the  gray  lagoon 
Where  the  buzzards  wheel 
And  the  far  peaks  reel 

And  the  whirlwinds  run  like  ghosts  at  his  heel 
To  the  break  in  the  badlands  hewn. 


The  sheriff  rides  on  the  twilight  plain 
To  the  south  of  the  dry  lagoon; 
Through  the  silence  grim, 

Where  the  world  grows  dim 
In  a  purple  shadow  from  rim  to  rim 
Over  sand'barrens,  dune  on  dune. 

Coyotes  run  on  the  moomdim  plain 
By  the  lip  of  the  dead  lagoon; 

Where  the  shadows  merge 
Comes  their  shivering  dirge 
And  the  skull  that  lies  by  its  salt/dry  verge 
Gleams  pale  to  the  death/pale  moon. 
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GLOAMING 


Deer  lying  down  in  the  dusk, 

Beauty  of  twisted  twig  and  delicate  pine/bough 
Against  the  pale^orange  glow  of  the  evening, 
and  purple  of  distance; 

Beauty  of  you  in  the  dusk, 

Deep  in  the  warm  dusk  of  my  heart, 


FLIGHT 


There  humble  hills  in  the  descending  twilight, 
And  a  vast  plain,  dim  and  receding, 

And  a  great  bird  sailing  outward: 

As  he  glides,  the  long  slant  of  the  earth 
sinks  away  from  beneath  him. 

It  seems  that  my  own  soul  is  that  vanishing  bird . 
And  as  I  glide  outward  into  the  twilight 
The  small  hills  of  the  days  disappear, 

And  the  somber  plain  of  the  world 
sinks  away  from  beneath  me. 


IDENTITY 


Now  I  go  out  alone  and  away  to  ride  the  free  hills, 

Where  no  woman  is  with  me — where  no  woman  shall  ever  be, 
Where  Nature  is  stark  and  rough,  bare^breasted  and  bold, 
Where  stern  and  alone  I  shall  face  the  thing  that  I  am. 

1  shall  face  the  void  of  all  that  I  fail  to  be. 

I  shall  know  my  fear  and  not  be  afraid  of  that  fear  .... 

Now  I  reach  my  hand  out  from  this  mesa,  between  the  white  stars, 
For  there  was  no  time  at  which  I  did  not  exist, 

And  there  is  no  time  through  which  I  shall  not  endure  .... 

For  here  alone  with  my  absolute  Self  I  AM. 


RAIN'VOICE 


Now  vague  uncanny  murmurings  of  mind, 

Hushed  or  unstrung  imaginings  of  sound; 

Rush  with  the  rains  that  whisper  on  the  ground 
And  leave  the  hollow  tear/scarred  hills  behind; 

And  soft  as  tinted  dreams  that  verge  the  Deep, 

The  aura  of  that  half/remembered  face 
Made  terrible  with  eyes  held  wide  on  Space — 
Souls  eyes  aghast  since  they  abandoned  sleep. 


THE  PLAINS 


Give  me  the  plains, — the  barren  and  sumbeaten  plains! 
Free  in  the  vague  indeterminate  murmur  of  winds, 

High  on  the  arched  and  tremendous  back  of  the  world, 
Alone  and  close  up  under  the  skies, 

Let  me  lie  dark  in  the  grass  like  an  Indian, 

Hearing  loud  footfalls  afar  in  the  rumbling  sod, 

And  know  that  it  knows  me! — Up  from  the  grass  to  the  sky, 
From  the  skies  again  back  to  the  grass — I  go  to  the  plains! 

Give  me  the  plains  —  the  lonely  and  raimbeaten  plains! 
There  no  escape,  nor  to  hide  from  the  alhseeing  heavens,— 
There  no  evasion, — open  and  wide  and  above; 

No  thought/guiding  trails, — high  up  and  flat  under  Heaven; 
Free  with  fierce  winds  to  follow  the  flicker  of  lightnings,  — 
Free  with  the  softyrustling  rains  that  govern  the  grasses, — 
Free  with  the  long  sandy  rivers  —  I  go  to  the  plains ! 


Give  me  the  plains  —  the  solemn  and  sundiallowed  plains! 

There  the  outcroppings  of  curious  rock  where  the  coulee 
Breaks  to  the  far/fading  slant  of  the  shallow/cut  valley; 

Away  by  the  distant  diminutive  cottonwood  groves 

Run  the  wikbroaming  bands  of  mustangs,  their  changeable  colors 

Passing  in  white^whirling  dust — I  go  to  the  plains! 

Give  me  the  plains  —  the  ancient  mysterious  plains! 

Low  to  the  grass'tufted  world  wheels  the  black'pinioned  buzzard, 
Skimming  his  shadow  over  endless  undulations  of  prairie; 

(So  passes  my  soul’s  own  shadow  over  the  plains  that  it  longs  for!) 
Dim  in  the  grass  leads  the  shadowy  track  of  the  Blackfeet; 

Far  are  their  camps, —  they  are  lost  along  the  blue  wave 
of  the  mountains; 

Dim  are  their  smokes,  receding,  fading,  a  phantom,  a  ghost/song; 
Memory/smokes,  receding,  dissolving  over  the  prairies, — 

Trail  of  my  own  lost  footprints  —  I  go  to  the  plains! 
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CAMP  ON  THE  PRAIRIE 
To  the  memory  of  my  friend  TaMia^mont 

Here  alone  by  the  campfire 

Remote  in  the  empty  darkness  of  the  prairie, 

Outward  from  me  receding  in  all  directions, 

Here  at  my  hand  and  under  my  alien  foot 
This  little  disc  of  inarticulate  sod — 

Out  of  all  the  endless  unknown — 

Is  revealed  by  the  limited  glow  of  my  fire. 

Vastness — vastness— and  the  ominous  silence  of  vastness 
Far,  so  far,  overhead, 

Numberless  billions  of  worlds — unresponding! 

O  inarticulate  sod!  —Here  truly  I  know  you, 

Here  where  I  feel  the  issuing  strength  of  the  earth 
Under  my  stretched'out  body: 

And  there,  aloof,  you  invisible  others  I  know, 

Hovering  just  beyond  the  shifting  verge  of  the  firelight. 
You,  incorporeal  warrior  tribes  of  the  prairie, 

O  sombre  and  taciturn  chieftains, 

Your  solemn  and  spectral  eyes  so  stealthily  peering, 
Silently  judging  the  white  man. 


THE  IRON  ROAD 


You  who  construct  the  Iron  Road  of  “progress” 
Gleamingdiard  and  ruthless, 

Laid  upon  girders  of  injustice, 

Spiked  in  toil  and  mortared  in  toil’s  pain,— 

Building  from  blind  causes  to  blind  consequences 
in  men’s  minds, — 

Do  you  make  traffic  in  men’s  lives? 

Do  you  effect  a  transportation  of  men’s  souls 
In  carrying  their  bodies  back  and  forth? 

Our  bodies,  warm  with  strange  unused  desires, 

Our  minds,  aflame  with  new  indefinite  hopes! 

Amazed  with  speed  and  whirl  and  din, 

Rung  hard  and  incessant  from  the  ghastly  iron  engines 
of  your  will, 

Rushed  through  the  insistent  insane  revolutions 
Of  your  machine'created  master,  “time,” — 

Who  offers  only  to  our  thirst  the  flashing  many/colored 
fevers  of  haste, 

And  the  long  gray  draught  of  bitter  city  smoke. 


These  hysteric  fever/liquors  of  excitement 
Are  not  rightly  drink  for  true  men  s  souls: 

Rather  the  cool  clear  wine  of  freedom, 

Wine  of  deep  winds  from  blue  impassive  peaks, 
aloof  and  incorruptible; 

Better  the  rippled  heat  of  quenchless  deserts  yet  unnamed, 
Where  the  clean  skeleton  may  in  dignity  repose 
Through  vast  succession  of  the  countless  days, 

Dedicated  to  the  high  white  cleansing  of  the  sun. 
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MYSTERY  STONE 


Stone ! 

Standing  alone 
Shaped  like  a  person, 

There  on  the  hill 
Over  the  world, 

You  seem  wonderful, 

Having  a  power. 

The  skies  pass  over  you, 

The  grey  rain  veils  you, 

The  white  sun  warms  you, 

The  black  night  hides  you, 

You  seem  wonderful,  having  a  power ; 

I  know  your  song,  but  your  answer  is  silence ; 

I  give  you  my  moccasins, yet  you  are  still; 

1  put  my  robe  over  you,  yet  you  are  cold ; 

I  give  you  my  song,  but  your  answer  is  silence; 
You  seem  wonderful,  having  a  power; 

Solid  and  cold, 

On  the  low  hill 
Over  the  world, 

Shaped  like  a  person, 

Standing  alone — 

Stone! 


JANUARY 


The  fir  stands  waist-deep  in  the  bedded  snow; 

The  storm-birds  twitter,  and  in  dark  array 
The  broken  peaks  in  shadow  stand — when  slow 
The  sun  makes  for  a  space  all-blinding  day, 
While  brown  deer  shyly  track  their  silent  way, 
Hoof-patterning  the  snow-drifts  as  they  go. 


SEARCHING 


Here,  coming  out  of  the  dumb  and  merciless  darkness, 
Lingering  still  in  the  purple^damp  shadow  of  sadness, 

I  gas;e  (how  eagerly !)  into  your  eyes,  newly  hoping — 
Yes,  hoping  that  you  may  perhaps  be  the  one  to  remind  me. 

What  fine  indefinable  essence  that  from  us  exhaling 
Enkindles  the  tingling  penitent  silence  surrounding ! 
That  intangible  self,  from  you  and  from  me  exhaling— 
From  you  to  me,  overpassing  the  limits  of  ages  .  .  . 

It  reaches  its  message  afar  as  I  lean  to  you,  hoping, 

Still  hoping  that  you  shall  perhaps  be  the  one  to  remind  me. 

If  your  eyes  are  bright  with  an  uncontrollable  sadness, 
And  mine  are  sad  with  an  uncontrollable  longing, 

I  must  gazie — how  eagerly ! — into  your  eyes,  ever  hoping, 
Still  hoping  that  you  are  the  one — the  one  to  remind  me. 


LODGE/FIRES 


In  this  humble  smoke'brown  tepee, 

Apart  in  a  hidden  depression  of  prairie, 

Here,  as  of  old,  is  the  red'Stone  pipe, 

(Legends  of  mystery>power  and  war) 

And  the  ceremonial  block  for  tobacco, 

The  sacred  sweet/grass  and  charcoal, 

The  mysterious  medicine  bundle  with  fringes  depending, 
The  robes  and  the  blankets  and  beadwork, 

The  gun  and  the  rawhide  and  saddle, 

And  (silent  witness)  a  moccasin  print  in  the  ashes. 

Lying  here,  gating  up  where  the  lodge'poles  cross 
Against  the  bright  inscrutable  sky, 

I  follow  the  smoke  of  this  lonely  lodge'fire  rising, 

A  pale  blue  visible  sigh, 

A  vague  passing  spirit  exhaling, 

(O  ancient  lodge'fire,  where  are  your  many  brothers? 

O  ancient  pipe,  where  are  the  smokes  of  council?) 

The  dim  and  wandering  ghost  of  wilderness  tribes 
Exhaling  into  the  blue  and  formless  ether. 


WICHASTA  WAKAN 


Now,  seeing,  you  clearly  unfold  to  me, 

Offering  the  full  breath  of  the  weather. 

You  are  the  one  who  has  the  overarching  of  small  sticks 
And  blue  drift  of  medicine  smoke, 

Now  the  following  thought  of  enchantments, 

Now  the  indrawing  of  dreams, 

The  long  stem  of  the  red  medicine  pipe, 

Brown  hands  and  shadow  of  long'seeing  eyes, — 

Now  you  clearly  unfold  to  me. 

You  are  come  of  those  seen, 

Those  splendid  upright  mothers  of  corn, 

Corn  Mothers,  gathering,  broadening 
Blue  patterns  of  dawn. 


QUESTIONING 


Together  here,  our  feet  upon  the  grass, 

The  great  sky  overhead, 

The  sun’s  transforming  wonder  in  your  hair . 

Since  we  must  pass 
Over  the  lifedong  hills  as  we  are  sped 
Toward  an  infinite  recession  of  the  air 
Beyond  horizons  blue, 

So  deep  and  cold,— 

Since  we  shall  go 

Together  with  the  sweet  and  swiftly  slow 
Departure  of  the  transitory  day 
To  darkness'dew, 

Then  why  make  pause  or  stay, 

Or,  hesitant,  withhold 

The  ecstatic  gift  of  heart Vease  that  you  keep 
So  deep 

From  me,  or  mine  from  you  ? 

Ah  love ! — why  make  delay, 

Why  balk  delight, 

When  we  might  know  our  earthly  glory  in  the  day, — 
Our  heavenly  silent  rapture  in  the  night? 


NAVAJO  SONG 


A2;le,A2;le,you  who  have  clambered  the  mountains,  A^le, 
Where  is  the  little  juniper  growing  up  green? 

Over  the  line  of  blue  mesas, 

Out  of  the  yellow  edges  of  dawn 
Come  on  the  curled'iip  toe  of  your  moccasins,  A^le. 


Azile,  you  who  have  wandered  the  hilbtrails,  A^le, 

Where  does  the  little  fawn  come  down  from  the  rim? 
Over  the  line  of  red  mesas, 

The  turquoise  hollow  of  noon 
Touch  with  the  softness  of  white  cormtassels,  A^le. 

Az,le,  you  who  have  followed  the  canyons,  Az,le, 

Where  does  the  he'bear  come  at  evening  to  drink? 
Over  the  wall  of  back  mesas, 

Into  the  velvet  of  night 

Go,  stepping  soft  in  your  star/buttoned  moccasins,  Az,le. 


MEXICAN  FUNERAL 


Below  two  towers 

And  the  bare  in/b eating  lagging  sound  of  bells, 
Slow/moving,  dark  medieval, 

A  bent  processional 

Bearing  heavily  the  black  box  of  death; 

The  near/by  many  held  in  ritual  awe, 

Staring,  curious,  with  superstitious  eyes 
And  credulous  loose  mouths, 

Straining  after  something  vast  and  vague, 

An  ancient  savage  idea, 

Dim/conceived  or  never  understood  .... 

While  high  above  the  dumb'show 

Stands  the  sharp  uncompromising  cross  of  sacrifice. 


QUEST 


Through  the  noisy  and  mocking  city 
Amid  turmoil  distraction  and  clamor 
Asking  what  God  is . 

Power  and  Force — 

Smoke^giants  and  steam, — electricity, 
Machinery,  engines  and  steel, 

The  threatening  glow  of  their  fires, 

Din  and  confusion, 

Millions  of  people,  pouring  over  and  over, 
Rushing,  crowding,  contending . 

Do  I  see  hope  in  their  eyes, 

Asking  what  God  is? 


Two  hundred  and  fifty  copies  printed  by 
Edwin  &  Robert  Grabhorn  and  James  McDonald 
January  twenty/ninth 
nineteen  hundred  and  twenty/three 
San  Francisco,  California 
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